frequently, though I never rejected him without feelmg
that the proposal should have come from my side, 1

owe him one debt. He was always courteous to trie;
his pressure took the form of tears. But he helped me
to understand what I had never grasped before: how a
prostitute whose existence is brutal enough without
that will put up with the bullying, greed and jealousy
of a ponce in return for nothing but the permission to
keep him and go to bed with him. In a life where sex
is merely a commodity, casually traded over the coun-
terpane daily, the faintest spark of personal affection
grows to be worth a fortune.

And then, one morning at half-past ten, the maid
knocked at the door of my darkened bedroom.

"There's a gentleman to see you, Miss,5* she said.
"Says his name is Mr Cousins."
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